A PSYCHOLOGICAL ROMANCE.               201

CHAPTER IV.

I AWOKE. I asked myself, ' Am I indeed in Italy ? ' I could
scarcely refrain from shouting with joy. While dressing, I
asked many questions of Lausanne, that his answers might
assure me of this incredible happiness. When he left the
room, I danced about the chamber Kke a madman.

' Am I indeed in Italy ?' My morning's journey was the
most satisfactory answer. Although, of late, the business of
my life had been only to admire Nature, my progress was
nevertheless one uninterrupted gaze.

Those azure mountains, those shining lakes, those gar-
dens, and palaces, and statues, those cupolaed convents
crowning luxuriant wooded hills, and flanked by a single
but most graceful tree, the undulation of shore, the project-
ing headland, the receding bay, the roadside uninclosed, yet
bounded with walnut, and vine, and fig, and acacia, and
almond trees, bending down under their bursting fruit, the
wonderful effect of light and shade, the trunks of air the
trees, looking black as ebony, and their thick foliage, from
the excessive light, quite thin and transparent in the sun-
shine, the white sparkling villages, each with a church with
a tall slender tower, and large melons trailing over the
marble wall; and, above all, the extended prospect, so
striking after the gloom of Alpine passes, and so different
in its sunny light, from the reflected, unearthly glare of
eternal snows; yes, yes, this indeed was Italy! I could
not doubt my felicity, even if I had not marked, with curious
admiration, the black eyes and picturesque forms, that were
flashing and glancing about me in all directions.

Milan, with its poetic opera, and Verona, gay amid the
mingling relics of two thousand years, and Vicenza, with its
Palladian palaces and gates of triumph, and pensive Padua,
with its studious colonnades, I tore myself from their